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and that great tower thing which he had refused to go up.
This morning they had said they should go to the Corcoran
Gallery, where there was a Centenary Exhibition. He had
known what that meant. He had seen English centenaries
in his time. All the fashionable painters of their day—and
the result too melancholy for words ! And to the clerk
he said :
" Is there a restaurant here where I can get a good
lunch ? "
" Sure ;  they cook fine at Filler's."
" Good ! If my daughter and her husband come in,
kindly tell them to meet me at Filler's at one o'clock."
And, going back to the Kiosk, he bought some tickets
for the opera, so that they should be out in the evening,
and in ten minutes was on his way to the Corcoran Gallery.
From Filler's they would go straight off to Mount Vernon ;
they would dine at another hotel before the opera, and
to-morrow be off by the first train—he would take no
chances. If only he could catch them at the Corcoran !
Arriving, he mechanically bought a catalogue and walked
upstairs. The rooms opened off the gallery and he began
at the end room. Ah ! there they were, in front of a
picture of the setting sun ! Sure of them now, but not
sure of himself—Fleur was so sharp—Soames glanced at
the pictures. Modern stuff, trailing behind those French
extravagances Dumetrius had shown him six months ago
in London. As he had thought, too, a wholesale lot;
might all have been painted by the same hand. He saw
Fleur touch Michael's arm and laugh. How pretty she
looked ! A thousand pities to have her apple-cart upset
again ! He came up behind them. What ? That setting
sun was a man's face, was it ? Well, you never knew
nowadays.
And he said :   " I thought I'd have a look in.    We're

